CHAPTER 134 


September 3, 2011 


“What should | have?” 


Rise and Justin were standing outside that steak place Chie was so fond of. No, not 
Aiya’s. The OTHER steak place. You know, the one with the croquettes. What do you 
mean they both serve croquettes? THE steak croquettes you dumb fuck. They call 
‘em super croquettes or something... Oh don’t get snippy with me, you know damn 
well which steak place I’m talking about. Point being, they were getting steak. Chie 
would lose her shit if she ever found out Justin and Rise were eating steak without 
her. She’d probably find out soon enough anyway. She had, like, steak senses or 
something. She’d sniff them out a mile away, find them, beat the living shit out of 
them, and then mug them for their steak. But until then, this should suffice. Rise 
was staring at the menu with great interest, as though she had never been more 
fascinated. Despite being here with Justin before, that is. 


“Heck, maybe our shop should do something like this. How about a "ganmo kebab"? 
Or a "tofu croquette"?” Rise remarked after some brainstorming. Seemed that all of 
this steak had inspired her, made her a visionary in the field of tofu and tofu 
accessories. Justin of course didn’t see the appeal in any of those ideas. He didn’t 
like tofu after all, so what Rise was suggesting sounded to him like the rough 
equivalent of ‘flavorless block of nothing on a stick.’ Or even better ‘turkey 
corndogs.’ Who the hell bought a fucking turkey corndog? If you’re buying a 
corndog, you know what you're getting into, don’t try to vegetarian it up. 


“If Chie ever found out you were desecrating the sacred name of steak by replacing 
it with tofu, she would literally rip your head off and use it as a volleyball. | would 
advise against that.” Justin remarked, half serious half joking. It wasn’t entirely out 
of the question that was something Chie would do. Rise didn’t quite seem to grasp 
that this was something Chie would actually do though, brushing off the joke with a 
short giggle. At least, until the two were interrupted by the voice of a man ina suit 
approaching the two. /s it me, or do |! seem to get interrupted A LOT by complete 
strangers? And half the time they always seem to be wearing suits. One of these 
days I’m going to get approached by a CIA Agent and get shot right in the forehead. 
Won't even see it coming. Mostly because I'll be dead. 


“Well, if it isn't Rise-chan.” The man in the suit called out to Rise. Rise tilted her 
head to the side, a slightly puzzled expression on her face. She looked lost in 
thought as the man came to a stop in front of the two, completely ignoring Justin 
and focusing all his attention on the girl. You could tell that she had recognized the 
guy, but she couldn’t quite put a finger on who he was. Kind of like when you forget 
someone’s name, but instead of nervously mumbling and stringing together a 


bunch of consonants in a desperate attempt to play off you knowing their name, she 
was just trying to remember it. She didn’t get a name though, only an occupation. 
Good enough she supposed. 


“Ummm, you're the deputy mayor... right? Good afternoon...” Rise formally greeted 
the deputy mayor. Justin just gave a quick bow of his head to the mayor. He wasn’t 
going to make a huge bow or anything; that would just look strange. But regardless, 
he WAS the deputy mayor, so obviously he deserved some sign of respect. Of 
course, so did half of Justin’s teachers and every cop he had met, but that’s beside 
the point. The deputy mayor smiled enthusiastically, eagerness in his eyes as he 
went to barrage Rise with a storm of questions that needed answering. 


“| heard the news! You know, about the upcoming film!” The deputy mayor 
remarked with loud enthusiasm, arms extended a bit, as if to congratulate her. Not 
that he was; she had nothing to do with that movie anymore. You could tell from the 
look on Rise’s face that she wasn’t even entirely sure what news this guy had 
heard. She was out of the business, so it surely couldn’t have pertained to her, 
right? The deputy mayor soon caught on to the fact that Rise seemed clueless on 
the matter though and figured he best explain himself. Probably would have been 
better if he just kept his damn mouth shut. Justin swore, adults were just the most 
socially incompetent people in the world. And coming from Justin, that was saying 
something. “...Hm? You haven't heard yet? You know Kanamin, right? Kanami 
Mashita! They're going to be filming nearby, right? | hope they stop by Inaba, too. 
Oh, | Know! Why don't you ask?” 


“Kanamin...” Rise remarked dully, slight sorrow and annoyance in her voice, eyes 
dull as the name rang against her earbuds. She didn’t want to hear anything more 
about Kanamin. She was sick and tired of all that shit. She sighed after a moment, 
shaking her head to each side as though to deny the mayor’s request to speak to 
Kanami. She probably could if she wanted to; but she didn’t want to. So she 
wouldn’t. She refused. “...| don't have anything to do with them anymore.” She 
explained, making it clear that there would be no exploiting of her Risette 
personality to interact with the record company. She was done with all that shit; she 
was tired of people trying to drag her back into it. The deputy mayor didn’t quite 
catch the hint. 


“But wait... How many are coming? We only have small bed-and-breakfasts around 
here... Got it! They can stay at the Amagi Inn! Alright, | need to go tell that manager 
guy | was just talking to!” The deputy mayor declared before quickly running off to 
make preparations. Justin groaned a bit as he ran out of sight. Sure, it was probably 
his job to make sure that the town could accommodate a large cast like that; crowd 
control, living quarters, the works. That didn’t mean he should have been drilling 
Rise with a game of twenty questions on the matter. He didn’t know better, Justin 
supposed, so he got off the hook this time. THIS time. Next time he was going to 
punch someone in the face. And what did you know, next time just so happened to 


be this time. Within moments, as though following in the footsteps of the deputy 
mayor, came Inoue-san. And it seemed his only intent was to rub salt in an open 
wound. A wide open gaping wound that was still bleeding. And by salt, | mean rock 
salt. You know, the stuff they use to melt snow? Yeah that. 


“Oh, Rise-chan. Nice to see you.” The manager remarked, though not very 
graciously. In fact, his words almost seemed cold, as though housing some 
resentment. For a guy who had done nothing but harass Rise and talk about how he 
wanted her to succeed and all that bullshit, he didn’t seem too pleased to see her 
again. Justin and Rise picked up on that. Rise especially, who had sighed and rolled 
her eyes with annoyance. Was it so much to ask to just be left alone? She gave 
them all the wanted, and they were still trying to drain her of more. 


“Inoue-san... What do you want today...?” Rise questioned with sarcastic 
annoyance. She obviously didn’t care what Inoue wanted. He was bothering her, 
and she wanted him to go away. She could tell he had no good intent anyway. He 
adjust his glasses in that really douchey ‘I’m better than yu,’ kind of way, if that 
makes sense. You know, where they sort of hold the frame with their thumb and 
index finger, even after they finished adjusting their lenses? Yeah, like that. 


“I'm down here scouting film locations, so | thought I'd come see you. | wanted to 
hear your answer one more time, face to face... Are you sure you're not coming 
back?” Inoue questioned calmly. Seemed he was prepared for whatever answer he 
received. He wasn’t quite as desperate as he was before, that was for sure. Rise 
sighed as the question assaulted her ears again. She didn’t want any of that 
anymore. She was done being an idol... she... She was done. Positive. Definitely. 
Probably? Yes, one hundred percent done. 


“\.1...[/m not going back...” Rise remarked, her voice quivering slightly, as though 
choosing her words carefully. Why she needed to be so cautious about what she 
said on a matter as simple as saying ‘no,’ Justin couldn’t comprehend. Inoue adjust 
his glasses again, a slight expression of brief annoyance on his face. Like having a 
fly soar past your ear; only a minor inconvenience. It was immediately clear that he 
didn’t really care that Rise had denied his offer. And while Justin had hoped that 
meant Inoue would give up and go home, content knowing this was what Rise 
wanted, it seemed he only stopped giving a shit about Rise because he saw a better 
deal in the making. One that very well may have broken Rise’s heart. 


“| see... Okay... | understand. Well, now | can focus on my new job. | signed up as 
Kanami Mashita's manager.” Rise’s eyes widened immediately with shock. How 
quickly she was replaced, not only as an idol, but by her own goddamn manager. 
The one who had said she was a friend, the one who had treated her like part of his 
family. Turned out she was nothing more than a betting chip; a betting chip that 
had grown worn and useless, only to be replaced by a shiny new chip. Justin shook 
his head with disbelief and disgust. How could he just betray her like that, without 


even a second thought. Rise didn’t want to go back, but could he have even waited 
for the fucking corpse to grow cold before looting it’s pockets? Inoue was nothing 
but a vulture, picking at the dead remains for his next meal. He didn’t care who had 
to fall for him to succeed. He was a scumbag, through and through. “Remember 
how we were talking about doing that movie? They picked Kanami as your 
replacement. ...We're going to sell Kanami. | have every confidence she'll be just as 
popular... no, even MORE popular than Risette.” 


“...You little prick!” Justin mumbled under his breath with anger. He didn’t care 
about Rise, he just cared about making a star. They were going to sell Kanami to 
the public the same way they did Rise, until she had outgrown her usefulness, and 
then toss her into the pile along the other celebrity has-beens. You could already 
see the tears welling up in Rise’s eyes as Inoue confidentially proclaimed how 
Risette was through, irrelevant, useless now compared to her replacement. It only 
went to prove how shallow he truly was. Inoue continued talking though, ignoring 
Justin’s small, short-tempered outburst. He didn’t care about Rise’s fiancée anymore 
either. As far as he was concerned, this little marriage scheme of theirs would be a 
PR nightmare. Part of Rise’s image was sex appeal to young men, and the idea of 
her being off the market would only go to ruin that image. Plus, her fiancée seemed 
to have a short temper. If the paparazzi ever came around, he’d ruin everything 
with one foul swoop of the tongue. Oh yes, he was glad to be rid of BOTH of them. 


“Although... Kanami is an ordinary girl. We have to ‘polish’ her so she sells.” Inoue 
continued to talk about the new girl as if she were just some trophy, like a fancy car 
you would take out on a spin. She had to look good otherwise the neighbors would 
get the wrong idea. What a sick fuck! “But you had that spark... You learned fast, 
adapted well to new situations, had that smile that could be as strong or weak as 
you needed... And those acting skills of yours! You were like an old pro. You could 
have reached heights most girls could never dream of...” Inoue tried to guilt trip 
her, into making her feel like shit for refusing the offer he was making her. Never 
again would this be on the table, and he wanted to rub it in her face just how badly 
she had fucked up. Tears were already starting to roll down her face... That was 
about all Justin could take holding back his rage. He always said people should be 
able to stand up for themselves, but this was unacceptable. The way Inoue was 
treating her... Rise had never stopped being bullied. The bullies just happened to be 
her management. Justin stepped in between the two, pure rage flowing through his 
veins as he looked Inoue dead in the eye, the most terrifying glare you had ever 
seen sweep across his face piercing through Inoue’s dark heart. 


“...You know what asshole? E-fucking-nough. You've been harassing her since day 
fucking one. All she wanted was for you guys to leave her alone. But you couldn’t 
just do that, could you? You just had to fucking push her. Are you happy? Are you 
happy to make a girl fucking cry? | want you to get the fuck out of here and never 
come back. Because if you continue to harass us | guarantee you the cops will get 
involved.” Justin menacingly threatened Inoue. Inoue was very clearly caught off 


guard, slightly fearful of the shit Justin had thrown back into his face. But then he 
realized; this was just some snotty teenage punk threatening to have him arrested 
for harassment. He worked for the Record Company. He could out lawyer Justin any 
day of the week. Rise was still bawling behind their backs, though it had lightened 
up a bit as Justin took a stand against Inoue. Someone needed to teach that asshole 
a lesson; she just wasn’t the one who could do it. 


“Harassment? | guarantee you that with our lawyers, no charges you press will 
stick. You can try to get me arrested for ‘harassment’ all you want; it isn’t going to 
happen.” Inoue smugly remarked to the furious blonde haired boy. The boy just 
shook his head eyebrows raised in such a way as to insult Inoue’s intelligence for 
not getting what he had meant by that, a slight snicker on his voice as he found 
amusement in Inoue’s complete ignorance on the matter. 


“Arrest you? No, no. If you come back around here again, you’re not going to be the 
one that gets arrested.” Justin quickly cupped his cane between his two hands, 
bouncing it up and down the way one would with a baseball bat, cracking his neck 
side to side in a menacing fashion. “I am.” And then it finally seeped into Inoue’s 
mind what he had meant by the cops getting involved. Justin was outright going to 
slaughter his ass if he ever came back. Inoue fearfully and slowly backed away 
before running off like the coward he was, leaving the enrage Justin and the tearful 
Rise behind. She was actually hiccupping a bit as the tears came down her face. 
She was going at it pretty hard. Justin sighed as he turned to Rise, the glare on his 
face lightening up to sympathetic, sorrowful eyes. He felt bad that Rise had to hear 
those things: From him and Inoue alike. She just wanted to be left alone after all. 
She never wanted any of this to happen. “Hey... you alright?” 


“What the heck... That's not fair... After he made me answer... He never told me 
any of that when we were still working together... Acting skills...? Of course | have 
‘em. What the heck...? Telling me all that stuff now... It's too late...!” Rise shouted in 
between hiccups. Seemed she hadn't really realized Inoue was just being a sarcastic 
prick, trying to build her up so she felt bad about leaving. Which was a good thing 
Justin supposed, though that did make Justin look like a real asshole threatening the 
guy like that if he was only complimenting her. Rise wiped her eyes, trying to stop 
the tears from streaming down her eyes. It wasn’t really working though. “Hey... 
Why... am | crying? There's no reason to cry... There's nothing... to be sad about... 
Nothing... Senpai... I... | don't know why I'm crying...” She hiccupped over her tears 
and sorrow. 


“Because that guy was a complete prick; just ignore him. He’s not worth crying 
over.” Justin pleaded with Rise in an attempt to stop the tears from flowing. He 
wasn’t having much luck in that regard though. “Please don’t cry.” He eventually 
remarked, realizing he wasn’t getting much accomplished just through logic. At this 
point he was practically begging, each tear Rise cried drowning Justin’s heart with 
sorrow and pain as he watched his friend break down. 


“1... | lost... everything... | don't know how... but... | lost everything... I'm scared... 
I'm sad... What's going on...? Senpai... Please, stay here... Stay by... my side...” Rise 
begged and pleaded in a hysteria. Justin doubted she really understood what was 
going on at this point. What she was saying made no sense, like she was slowly 
losing her sanity. Or perhaps her sanity was just being clouded by all the built up 
emotions in her chest. The tears only started to flow faster though, her cries louder 
and spastic like her hiccups. She needed to calm down; if she kept this up, it 
wouldn’t surprise Justin if she couldn’t get any air into her lungs. Within one quick 
movement, Justin extend his arms, clinging her close to his body in an embrace, 
trying to calm her down, give her a shoulder to cry on. And it worked somewhat. 
She certainly had suffocated herself with Justin’s shoulder, trying to force back the 
tears as he patted at her back. God he was so happy Chie wasn’t here. She’d rip 
him a new one if she ever saw this. Hopefully she’d understand. “Senpai!” She 
screamed into the cloth of Justin’s shoulder. She probably just needed to get all out; 
everything that had been clogging her chest. 


All the while Justin remained entirely quiet. No matter what he thought about her 
shithead of a manager, or the tears running down her face, it just didn’t matter. 
None of it mattered. She just needed some time to get everything out of her 
system. Just quiet; no words needed to be spoken. It was a quite a few minutes 
before Rise finished crying, timidly pulling away from Justin’s embrace. Her cheeks 
were red with embarrassment, though nowhere near as red as her eyes. Mostly 
though... she felt good. Better at least. Alright, she still felt like shit; but at least she 
could breathe without hiccupping over her tears. That was a plus. 


“Senpai... | have you... | have the others... | didn't lose everything... There are 
people who need me, right...?” Rise choked up as she let herself out of Justin’s 
grasp. His eyes remained sorrowful, pitiful for a moment, before a small grin made 
its way across the cracks of his mouth. He didn’t find any happiness in watching 
Rise suffer like this, but he did find happiness in Rise realizing there was more to 
her than some Record Label. She was more than just Risette. Just because the 
Record Company had dumped her on the side of the road, didn’t mean she lost 
anything. She lost nothing worth losing. 


“There’s an important role in life for all of us, Rise.” Justin mused aloud, hands on 
her shoulders as he looked her dead in the eyes, as though trying to speak to her 
very soul. “There’s always someone out there who needs you; and there’s always 
someone out there you might need. It’s what links us all together. You lost nothing; 
only your direction on your pathway.” Justin smiled warmly at her. It was quiet for a 
moment before Rise smiled back, her eyes shining slightly. 


“I'm going home now. My head's all messed up... | need time to think it all over. 
About how | feel now... | don't want to lose anything more... Goodbye, Senpai...” 
She sorrowfully dismissed herself, a slight grin still along the corners of her mouth 
as she broke free of Justin’s grasp on her shoulders. She quietly and slowly walked 


away from the spot the two had stood at only a moment ago, joking about tofu on a 
stick. Justin smiled a bit as she walked off into the horizon line. 


“Would it be douchey for me to point out she’s walking the wrong way home?” 
Justin chuckled to himself. Seemed she really had lost her way. 


